to the novel's function as social history, a contemporary record of 'the devil's dance' of the jazz-age rich on Long Island. The triviality of the (real) people being evoked converges in Mencken's judgement with the triviality of the story depicting them. He does not mention the novel's brevity, only what he sees as its flimsiness: this is what makes it no more than an anecdote. But Mencken also suggests that its anecdotalism bears a tacit relation to notebooks, although whether he is calling Gatsby itself a notebook or merely supposing that it transcribes Fitzgerald's own notebook documenting what he saw around him is unclear. Either way, the charge of anecdotalism is related to the idea of reportage, to a cultural hierarchy that values (what it recognises as legitimate) aesthetic forms over historiographical notebooks. The anecdote sits uncertainly somewhere between gossip and story, between history and art, its potential for meaning still contested.
The question of what exactly distinguishes an anecdote from a story 'proper' remains an open one, with definitions tending to conflate qualitative and quantitative distinctions, so that an anecdote's brevity is related to its insubstantiality, but also to its lack of immanent or transferable meaning. 3 For Dr Johnson, an anecdote was first something 'yet unpublished', and second a 'secret history'. The OED gives priority to this meaning ('1. pl. Secret, private, or hitherto unpublished narratives or details of history') before offering a more familiar definition: '2.a. The narrative of a detached incident, or of a single event, told as being in itself interesting or striking. (At first, an item of gossip.)' Detachment as discontinuity is what differentiates the anecdote from other types of storytelling: the more attached or continuous it becomes, the less it is anecdotal. Anecdotalism is thus relative, not categorical; and its history associates it with gossip. This essay follows the trail of an anecdote that intersects with the formation of The Great Gatsby, the (re)construction of which may provide some insight into the role gossip and anecdote played in that formation. The story here traced is an anecdote in the Johnsonian sense of an unpublished, secret history, a hunt for a forgotten story to which Fitzgerald returned again and again in his memories of the production of Gatsby, an anecdote that refers to a man called Bunny Burgess. Pursuing the traces of this lost anecdote creates a trail that shows where problems of form converge with problems of intention, which is also where the textual comes up against the biographical. In the case of a novel like Gatsby, pursuing an anecdote associated with its origins invokes not only its social-historical meanings, but also its formal choices: brevity as a conscious withholding, resistance to epistemological certainty, elusiveness and fragmentation, refusal of plenitude, and deferral of meaning.
Fitzgerald wrote to Mencken the day after his review appeared, explicitly defending his novel's form against charges of anecdotalism: 'the influence on [Gatsby] has been the masculine one of The Brothers Karamazov, a thing of incomparable form, rather than the feminine one of The Portrait of a Lady. If it seems trivial or "anecdotal" it is because of an aesthetic fault, a failure in one very important episode and not a frailty in the theme '. 4 Having invoked the strong 'masculinity' of a fictive work of 'incomparable form' to defend his novel against charges of anecdotal 'frailty', Fitzgerald went on to write a much more exasperated letter to his friend Edmund Wilson, also invoking Karamazov to complain that no one, including Mencken, understood the actual meanings of Gatsby:
Without making any invidious comparisons between Class A and Class C, if my novel is an anecdote so is The Brothers Karamazov. From one angle the latter could be reduced into a detective story. . . . Of all the reviews, even the most enthusiastic, not one had the slightest idea what the book was about.
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For Fitzgerald, the difference between art and anecdote is qualitative: if his novel seemed trivial, it was because of an aesthetic failure, not because its theme was 'frail'. But it is also a question of length, he implies, for even a long novel like Karamazov could be 'reduced' to an anecdote, a category that Fitzgerald then equates to the detective story.
Although the equivalence of anecdote and detective story may seem something of a category error to readers today, it is not so idiosyncratic a comparison as it may seem, as another response from an influential reader to Gatsby in 1925 helps clarify. That summer Edith Wharton wrote her own famous letter about the novel, telling Fitzgerald that she admired it (while notoriously praising its portrait of Wolfshiem as a 'perfect Jew'), but complaining: 'My present quarrel with you is only this: that to make Gatsby really Great, you ought to have given us his early career . . . instead of a short résumé of it. That would have situated him, & made his final tragedy a tragedy instead of a "fait divers" for the morning papers'. 6 For Wharton, what distinguishes the fait divers from tragedy is partly length ('instead of a short résumé'), but mainly context ('that would have situated him'). The fait divers, a news item or incident, often sensationalised, has also been referred to as an anecdote since the eighteenth century, as Lionel Gossman explains: 'What is now understood by fait divers used to be designated in French as "anecdotes", "nouvelles curieuses", "singulibres", or "canards"'. 7 When Wharton calls Gatsby's ending merely a '"fait divers" for the morning papers', and Mencken dismisses the novel as an anecdote trivialised by its relation to contemporary social history, they are levelling much the same charge, one which Fitzgerald defends against by asserting that detective stories can be literature. They all agree that anecdote, in the original sense of reportage and gossip, is at Gatsby's core, but while Mencken holds that an anecdote is categorically distinct from art, Fitzgerald insists that a fait divers can be treated in such a way as to become art, and Wharton claims that a fait divers needs context to gain the meaning that will let it expand into art (qua 'tragedy'). But what is the difference between reportage and realism, or between a great Gatsby and a 'really Great' Gatsby? The anecdote is left to pine away, Pinocchio-like, hoping one day to become a real story. Does it just need to grow, or to grow in a particular direction (up)?
Length is clearly insufficient to transform an anecdote into a story, much less into a novel. A long anecdote is merely a different kind of story: that of the shaggy-dog variety, rambling, amiable, pointless. That an anecdote needs a point is the point: but again, how pointed does the point need to be? How long is a narrative piece of string? Whether additional context alone can transform an anecdote into art remains an open question: context as continuity, rescuing the anecdote from its radical detachment, may be a necessary, but insufficient, aesthetic condition. Certainly anecdotes can add meaning, as well as capturing traces of authorial intentionality. Many are the novels that have been genealogically traced back to anecdotes, including, to adduce just one obvious instance, nearly the entirety of Henry James. To be sure, there are those who accuse James of shaggydoggery, of chewing more than he bit off. Gossman points out that Le Rouge et le Noir 'developed from a fait divers reported in the newspapers', prompting Stendhal to gloat: 'Just think that what fools despise as gossip is, on the contrary, the only history that in this affected age gives a true picture of a country'.
8 Such contempt for gossip would seem to be what marks the suspicion with which both Mencken and Wharton viewed the subject matter of Gatsby, the sense that its willingness to traffic with newspaper scandals, whether factual (Mencken) or fictive (Wharton), demeans the novel.
It is certainly true that in Gatsby gossip and rumour join the collective authorial project and become another agent that drives the novel's plot. 7 Gossman, 'Anecdote and History ', p. 150. 8 Ibid., p. 162. Indeed, Fitzgerald makes 'rumor' a transitive verb in Gatsby, suggesting its ability to shape human reality: 'I had no intention of being rumored into marriage', Nick Carraway declares at one point, while the role of gossip in making up Jay Gatsby is so central to the novel as to require no further elaboration here. Gossip in Gatsby functions in the way that Stendhal describes, puncturing affectation and seeking to offer an accurate picture of a particular moment in the life of a nation. Mencken may have objected to the picture of America that Fitzgerald was painting, but gossip and rumour were central to it.
If gossip, anecdote, and the fait divers provided precarious ground for Fitzgerald to stake his claim to literary art, they provide an even more insecure foundation upon which to try to build an argument in literary criticism. Anecdotal novels, after all, are far more likely to gain champions than anecdotal criticism. Biographical criticism in particular has historically been open to charges of anecdotalism, complaints that it traffics in minor, trivial narratives that are held to add little to our understanding of the work. However, the anecdote is the heart of any narrative, at the core not only of the novel, but also of the essay, with the result that literary criticism may have a conflicted relationship with the anecdote, as Tom Conley has suggested: 'through the medium of written anecdotes the essay encounters the hidden paternity of its odd or even monstrous form'.
9 If this is correct, then any novel or essay might be charged with being 'in form no more than a glorified anecdote'. Anxieties about ghosts of anecdotalism may even contribute to literary criticism's fundamental hostility to narrative, its own glorification of argument over story becoming an instance of Caliban turning away from the sight of himself in the mirror. By this logic, the idea of 'glossing' an anecdote might acquire a different valence, so that explanation (as context, signification, interpretation) gives the anecdote lustre, allowing it to reflect more meanings onto the work. And glossing the anecdote might also mean burnishing its own aesthetic possibilities, polishing it up and letting its poignancy shine in the midst of the mass archive. It is along such lines that this essay will proceed to gloss -if not glorify -the anecdote of Bunny Burgess, zigzagging away from argument and into story (and then back to argument, for even a zigzag has its formal conditions). * * * When he wrote The Great Gatsby Scott Fitzgerald was not in fact keeping notebooks, whatever Mencken may have assumed: that would come later. In 1922, the year in which Gatsby is set and in which Fitzgerald began conceiving the novel, he started keeping what he called a 'ledger'. The ledger was a combination of accounting registers, bookkeeping, and a diary-cum-autobiography, in which he listed, often in summative retrospect, the highlights of a given month over each year of his life. Fitzgerald did not keep the record with any regularity: erasures, changes, mistakes in dates, and various inconsistencies show that he often wrote them from a somewhat erratic memory after the fact. Although unreliable, the ledger is the closest we have to a record of what Fitzgerald identified as the significant events in his personal life. Primarily the ledger consists of autobiographical lists of memorable names, phrases, and capsule incidents from each month of his adult life; the entries are so condensed, so gestural, that we might call them micro-anecdotes. Many of these capsule incidents have since been expanded by scholars into biographical anecdotes, but by no means all of them.
Roughly speaking, the ledger covers the years of Fitzgerald's professional and social success, from approximately 1922 to 1930 (although he also retrospectively created facetious entries about his youth when he started the ledger). The entries begin to dwindle after 1930, when everything began to disintegrate, and vanish entirely at the nadir of his life in 1935, the months he would later describe in the 'Crack-Up' essays (although a few sad, scattered bookkeeping entries make their way into the ledger's pages through 1938). Around 1932, as Fitzgerald's fortunes dramatically fell following his wife Zelda's psychological collapse and the sudden shrinking of his markets, he stopped totting up successes and failures (both financial and social) in his ledger, and transferred his conservatorial energy for the first time to keeping writer's notebooks. Between 1932 and his death in 1940 Fitzgerald made 2,078 entries in two notebooks. In terms of substantive content, the notebooks pick up just as the ledger trails away; they are not conceived as a personal record of events, however, but rather a reservoir of ideas. Fitzgerald did not start keeping notebooks until his gift began to elude him, and he developed a need to record and create what once had come so effortlessly. Fitzgerald often referred to what he called his autobiographical and emotional 'material' (i.e. experience) as artistic 'capital' to be spent or saved; in the notebooks for the first time he began husbanding his resources, creating deposits of material, carefully trying to save his aesthetic capital. Although the memories and observations in the notebooks are a bit more elaborated than those in the ledgers, they remain gestural, signalling anecdotes that are rarely completed.
The notebook entries, which Fitzgerald hand-wrote and then had secretaries type up, range from single words to full-page passages. Some of them came from tear sheets of his magazine stories: if he decided to abandon or not to reprint a story, he would mark the story 'junked and dismantled', and recycle the best passages from it for his novels, squirrelling them away in the notebooks, among the other miscellany of observation and reminiscence. Fitzgerald grouped the notebook entries under jocular alphabetical category headings, such as ( These capsule notes are jotted down as the kernels for stories and novels, which Fitzgerald intends one day to '(enlarge)'. Many of the notebook entries begin 'story of' or 'story about' and then offer a name or a phrase: 'Story about man trying to live down his crazy past and encountering it everywhere', 'Short Story -man's admission to himself that he's no longer in love', and so on. These entries, too, are generally micro-anecdotes: but Fitzgerald nonetheless categorises them as 'Anecdotes', despite the fact that they are not expansive enough to register even as anecdotes for readers of the notebooks. They are, rather, traces of anecdotes, a kind of symptomatic anecdotalism.
The notebooks do contain, however, some more elaborated observations, often concerning Fitzgerald's ideas about fiction, including one or two thoughts about the relation between episode and novel. Under (L) Literary, Fitzgerald noted:
The episodic book, (Dos P [assos] . & Romaine etc.) may be wonderful, but the fact remains that it is episodic, and such definition implies a limitation. You are with the character until the author gets tired of him -then you leave him for a while. In the true novel, you have to stay with the character all the time, and you acquire a sort of second wind about him, a depth of realization.
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Here Fitzgerald begins to limn what might define the novel: a consistency of perspective that enables a depth of realisation. The episode, by contrast, is marked by seriality and brevity: the reader is with the character only 'for a while', not long enough to develop the 'depth' required for realisation, which requires some kind of sustained engagement, whether of time, space, or volume. In this way, the episodic novel might bridge the anecdote and the novel 'proper': it strings together different anecdotes, which become episodes by virtue of being attached to each other. Fitzgerald also made a few observations in the notebooks about the composition of his own novels: 'I can never remember the times when I wrote anything -This Side of Paradise time or Beautiful and Damned and Gatsby time for instance. Lived in story'.
12 His inability to recall in detail his own creative process, a sense of fragmented images that are half-remembered, would haunt not only his notebook entries about the writing of Gatsby, but Gatsby itself.
When Edmund Wilson published The Crack-Up and Other Essays in 1945, he included about 60 per cent of Fitzgerald's notebook entries in the collection. In 1978, Matthew J. Bruccoli issued the complete Notebooks along with an appendix of loose notes that were left with the drafts of The Last Tycoon. The publication prompted an essay in 1980 from Gore Vidal, in which he summarily dismissed Fitzgerald as a minor writer, and took issue with the elliptical, fragmentary nature of the text (he also thought it was selfinvolved, insufficiently literary, and insufficiently amusing). Disparagingly contrasting Fitzgerald's notebooks against those of Samuel Butler, Vidal tautologically complained: 'In general, Fitzgerald's notes are just notes or reminders', and then quoted a selection that was not consecutive, presenting items out of sequence and thus slightly misleadingly:
1128 De Sano tearing the chair 1270 Actors the clue to much 1411 Bunny Burgess episode of glass and wife. 1443 The rejection slips 1463 Memory of taking a pee commencement night 1514 Coat off in theatre
The notebook fragments are already radically decontextualised; taking them out of sequence, as Vidal does, only serves to further deracinate them; removing even the context of juxtaposition turns these examples into straw men. After picking his cherries, Vidal finishes, sarcastically: 'One can only hope that Professor Bruccoli will one day make for us a skeleton key to these notes so that we can learn just what it was that Bunny B. did with his wife and the glass'. Vidal is not only mocking the presumed triviality of the incident with Bunny Burgess; he is using the anecdote (anecdotally) to object to the anecdotal nature of Fitzgerald's autobiographical records themselves, to accuse them of being always already insufficient and trivial. By their nature, anecdotes often become collaborative productions, and as Sean R. Silver has observed, gain a different trajectory by creating an intertextual trail.
14 When Vidal took the Bunny Burgess episode as symptomatic in his review, he began to create the kind of intertextual trail that anecdotes tend to accrue. 'It is in the spirit of riddle-solving', Silver adds, that we might trace an anecdote and try to fit it into the text it precedes, and connect it to the texts that proceed from it -which now include Vidal's anecdote. Bunny Burgess is just such a riddle, leading back to Gatsby and turning out to be a more significant 'skeleton key' than Vidal's sarcasm will permit. 'Anecdotes', as Gossman observes, 'may reduce complex situations to simple, sharply defined dramatic structures, but they may also, if more rarely, prise closed dramatic structures open by perforating them with holes of novelistic contingency'.
15
Reconstructing the anecdote (or anecdote manqué) of Bunny Burgess can perforate with novelistic contingency a closed biographical story concerning the composition of The Great Gatsby, and prise it back open.
In fact, Fitzgerald made more than one reference to this shipboard incident with Bunny Burgess; Burgess tracks across both Scott and Zelda Fitzgerald's autobiographical records, in ways that we can reconnect, as 'what we would call and recognize as the same anecdote turns up serially, stitching together different moments in conversational time', in Silver's apt formulation. 16 Repeatedly, when either of the Fitzgeralds recorded a memory of the summer during which Gatsby was composed, the incident with Bunny Burgess appeared, suggesting the starting point of a different story. The earliest dated entry among Fitzgerald's autobiographical anecdotes that features Bunny Burgess appears in Fitzgerald's ledger in May 1924, the same month that the Fitzgeralds sailed for France in order for Scott to write The Great Gatsby: Most of these details have been well glossed by the Fitzgeralds' biographers: Tootsie was Zelda's sister; when the Fitzgeralds arrived in the south of France, they stayed first in Hyères, at the Grimm's Park Hotel. John Peale Bishop came to stay, and they were invited to visit Edith Wharton at her villa on a hillside above Hyères, the Château SainteClaire, in the grounds of a ruined seventeenth-century convent. All of these details are explained, with various anecdotes -about the Grimm's Park Hotel (Zelda said it appeared to serve nothing but goat), or Wharton (Fitzgerald was drunk and embarrassed everyone) -duly reconstructed. But about Bunny Burgess nothing appears in any of the Fitzgerald biographies, despite the fact that he continued to appear in both Scott and Zelda's references to that pivotal spring and summer of 1924.
The line that Vidal quoted in his review -'Bunny Burgess episode of glass and wife' -was written approximately a decade after the ledger entry, in the section of Fitzgerald's notebooks entitled 'Scenes and Situations '. 18 What Vidal neglects to mention in his review of the notebooks is that Fitzgerald elaborated upon this memory elsewhere in them, a passage that Vidal chose not to quote. It is by no coincidence far more contextualised than the abbreviated mention Vidal selected:
The going to the Riviera. The 35,000 a year. The table at Villa Marie. The attempt at adjusting swimming time. The aviation field. The garden in the morning. The Seldes. Night in St. Maxime. Feeling of proxy in passion strange encouragement. Costume -shaved legs. Invitation from the (Humersteins). Pictures of the picnic. The trip to Avignon. Down the street. The Rumanian army. He was sorry, knowing how she would pay. Bunny Burgess episode.
19
Fitzgerald's list of micro-anecdotes ends there, on the episode of Bunny Burgess.
In order to gloss this enigmatic entry, it will be necessary to establish some more context for reading it, to diminish its radical singularity, isolation, and detachment. For now, it's worth noting two points. First, the 18 The actual context for the Bunny Burgess item from the notebooks, in the order Fitzgerald jotted them down, is: [1410] Diabolic death scene: 'Give 'em the cigar.' (a high explosive greased time bomb shoved up the rectum mat couldn't be extracted).
[1411] Bunny Burgess episode of glass and wife.
[1412] The realization came to her that the tracks of life would never lead anywhere and were like tracks of the airplane; that of their plan no one knew it; if they were tracked with no particular Daniel Boone to hack trees; that the world had to go on and that it wasn't going to be inside her, there still had to be these tracks. It was an awful lonesome journey.
19 Notebooks, p. 106. incidents in this list clearly indicate that it is a memory of the summer of 1924: the Fitzgeralds' first trip to the Riviera; Fitzgerald's article 'How to Live on $36,000 a Year', published in May 1924; and Zelda's romantic entanglement with an aviator named Edouard Jozan (hence 'the aviation field'). The second point worth noting now is that Fitzgerald put this list under the heading 'Ideas', further suggesting that it has something to do with the genesis of his fiction -and given that every item in the entry refers to the summer he wrote Gatsby, this presumably means it lists 'Ideas' connected to the novel. The intertextual and biographical plot thickens further if we juxtapose this entry with a long letter Zelda Fitzgerald wrote to Scott in 1930. It is one of her most famous letters, written during her first, terrifying, breakdown and hospitalisation, and comprises a long reminiscence of their lives together, from their wedding in 1920, through the Great Neck months that inspired Gatsby, sailing for France, the writing of Gatsby and her feelings for Jozan, to the gradual breakdown of their lives through Scott's drinking and her mental illness. This passage, excerpted from its almost thirty pages, begins with a description of their dissipated life in Great Neck from late 1922 through 1923, moves through their journey to Europe in May, and ends with their departure for Rome in November 1924, where Fitzgerald finished Gatsby:
We gave lots of parties: the biggest one for Rebecca West. We drank Bass Pale Ale and went always to the Bucks or the Lardners or the Swopes when they weren't at our house. We saw lots of Sidney Howard and fought the weekend that Bill Motter was with us. We drank always and finally came to France because there were always too many people in the house. On the boat there was almost a scandal about Bunny Burgess. We found Nanny and went to Hyeres -Scottie and I were both sick there in the dusty garden full of Spanish Bayonet and Bourgainvilla [sic] . We went to St. Raphael. You wrote, and we went sometimes to Nice or Monte Carlo. We were alone, and gave big parties for the French aviators. Then there was Josen and you were justifiably angry. We went to Rome.
20
Once again we have a list of micro-anecdotes, most of which have been glossed by biographers. And there again is Bunny Burgess, still unglossed, right as Fitzgerald is starting serious work on The Great Gatsby, in the middle of that pivotal summer, in an incident important enough that Zelda also includes it as one of the milestones of their lives together, one of the memories that stood out in the mists six years later, during a time of intense personal trauma. Despite Vidal's contempt for the idea that anyone might legitimately be interested in, or find anything meaningful to say about, the story of Bunny Burgess on the boat, whatever happened was significant enough that both Scott and Zelda returned, repeatedly, to memories of the incident.
Significantly, however, another Burgess is mentioned in the ledger in exactly the same months: under 'July 1924', two months after the Bunny Burgess episode on the boat, Fitzgerald wrote in his ledger, 'Wire Olive Burgess'. The full ledger entry for July 1924 reads:
The Big crisis -13th of July. The President of the United States of America, authorized by Act of Congress, July 9, 1918, takes pleasure in presenting the Distinguished Service Cross to First Lieutenant (Infantry) Frederick V. Burgess, United States Army, for extraordinary heroism in action while serving with Company C, 15th Machine-Gun Battalion, 5th Division, A.E.F., near St. Mihiel, France, 13 September 1918. After being painfully wounded by a machine-gun bullet in a particularly intense barrage of machine-gun and shell fire Lieutenant Burgess remained with his platoon, visiting his guns and directing their fire throughout a determined counterattack, refusing to be evacuated until the attack was over. 'Your face is familiar,' he said, politely. 'Weren't you in the Third Division during the war?' 'Why, yes. I was in the Ninth Machine-Gun Battalion'. 'I was in the Seventh Infantry until June nineteen-eighteen. I knew I'd seen you somewhere before'.
Without arguing that Nick Carraway was modelled directly on Frederick V. Burgess, it still seems worth noting how strong the parallels are: 30 years old in 1922, educated at Yale, served in a machine-gun battalion in the First World War, and then commuted from a village on Long Island to a bond brokerage in Manhattan. If not necessarily a direct inspiration for Nick Carraway, Frederick V. Burgess can nonetheless serve to highlight the degree to which, in Fitzgerald's imagination, Carraway was a recognisable type, part of the social history he was depicting. Usually Jay Gatsby is held to be the novel's representative figure, while Nick Carraway is read as Fitzgerald's authorial proxy. But the more Nick Carraway starts to resemble someone like Frederick Burgess, the more we are able to distinguish character from author, and the less we assume that Carraway speaks for Fitzgerald, or shares his judgements and interpretations.
Ironically enough, then, what Vidal presupposed could only be a foolish academic chase after Bunny Burgess down a biographical rabbit hole (as it were), might by contrast provide a heuristic for challenging a naively biographical reading of The Great Gatsby. Standard negative charges against the practice of biographical criticism -that it tends lazily to conflate author with fiction -are here resisted precisely by the aggressive pursuit of biographical criticism. Frederick Burgess's resemblance to Nick Carraway suggests the satirical imagination and social historian at work in the novel, rather than the autobiographical solipsism of its author. And it suggests the degree to which all of Gatsby was conceived as a caustic portrait of modern America. Indeed, this is a point that Mencken himself made in his 1925 review, as part of his general deprecation of the novel as contemporary social history: Nick Carraway is 'a bond salesman -symbol of the New America!', Mencken declares, his exclamation mark signalling his astonishment at the absurdity. As far as Mencken was concerned, it was not Jay Gatsby but Nick Carraway who was the questionable symbol of modern life.
This reading, however, depends upon Frederick V. Burgess being the same person as Bunny Burgess, because it is only the latter whom we can establish was consistently on Fitzgerald's mind while he composed the novel. If Fitzgerald was not thinking about Frederick V. Burgess while he was writing Gatsby, then his similarity to Nick Carraway doesn't go very far. Nor does it explain Olive Burgess's presence in Fitzgerald's ledger that summer. On the passenger list of the Minnewaska Frederick V. Burgess seems to have sailed alone. So whatever the Bunny Burgess episode of glass and wife on that voyage might have been, it does not appear (pace Vidal) that the wife in question was married to Frederick Burgess.
Searching for Frederick V. Burgess, however, does turn up Olive Burgess. According to Ellis Island immigration records, Frederick and Olive Burgess arrived in New York on 11 September 1923, having sailed on the ship Mongolia from Cherbourg. They were listed as residents of Cedarhurst, Long Island, travelling with a 3 1 = 2 -year-old son and a 2-yearold daughter; Frederick was 30 years old and Olive was 25. This puts them on Long Island during the eighteen months the Fitzgeralds lived there, over the year that inspired Gatsby, and during which Fitzgerald conceived and began drafting the novel. But Olive didn't sail with Frederick Burgess on that memorable trip to Cherbourg six months later. If Frederick was sailing every six months or so, it suggests that the Burgesses were wealthy enough to summer in Europe and winter in New York every year. According to Ellis Island immigration records for 1924, Olive Burgess returned to New York harbour that July, from Cherbourg, so she was in France that summer, perhaps sailing out before her husband.
The next piece in the puzzle is a letter that Fitzgerald kept, dated (unhelpfully) 'Thursday', on slightly crumpled cream stationery from the Hôtel de France & Choiseul, Paris, which reads: Dear Mr Fitzgerald: Can you come to see me tomorrow at my hotel? I can arrange any time that suits you. Please don't mention even to the members of your household that you are calling on 'Bunny Burgess' wife' -I sound exactly like a shilling shocker -I'm sorry. It's rather important to you. Would you telephone or send me a line today, so I can know when you're coming? Cordially, Olive Moore Burgess.
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Here, then, is confirmation that Bunny Burgess and Frederick Burgess were indeed the same man, and that Bunny Burgess and Olive Burgess were married. Fitzgerald's note in his July 1924 ledger -'Wire Olive Burgess' -starts to look as if it were sent in response to this letter, although it is also possible that she wired Fitzgerald if further correspondence or a telephone conversation took place (the Fitzgeralds were on the Riviera, not in Paris, all summer). Olive Burgess arrived back in America on 25 July 1924, which further suggests that this letter coincided with 'the Big crisis13th of July'.
27
Donaldson's inference that Fitzgerald was romantically interested in Olive Burgess seems unwarranted: her letter is formal and distant, signed only 'cordially'. More significantly, it says that the matter under discussion is of importance to Scott Fitzgerald, and that he mustn't mention it to his household. What clandestine but important matter concerning Olive Burgess and Scott Fitzgerald that summer has been lost to history, but it remained with Fitzgerald. It was clearly of enough significance to linger in his mind well after the fact. Olive Burgess's suggestion that she sounds like a character in a 'shilling shocker' adds, moreover, to the general sense that they were all conscious of being involved in a potential scandal ('on the boat there was almost a scandal about Bunny Burgess', as Zelda recalled). It is at least possible that, as well as working to come to terms with (or simply discuss) whatever had happened, there may have been some desire to hush up the incident socially. And, of course, this is precisely the effort with which Nick Carraway problematically colludes at the end of Gatsby, suppressing information to keep the scandals of Daisy's affair with Gatsby and Tom's affair with Myrtle out of the papers. Gatsby is a novel about rumour and gossip that understands gossip is constitutive and has agency. 26 Unpublished letter from Olive Moore Burgess to F. Scott Fitzgerald, Princeton University Library, F. Scott Fitzgerald Collection, CO 187 Box 39a, listed as a letter from Olive Moore Burgess.
27 Ellis Island records also have an 'Oliver Burgess', who is listed as female, the same age as Olive Moore Burgess, and resident of 'Cederhurst' Long Island, arriving in New York from Southampton on a different boat on 12 August 1924. The misspellings notwithstanding, this is presumably also Olive, not Oliver, Burgess. It would certainly have been unusual to make the five-day transatlantic crossing three times in one month, but it wasn't impossible.
The near-scandal of Bunny Burgess, and Olive Burgess's recognition that she sounds like a 'shilling shocker', share the same fears of the contamination of gossip, of the loss of authorial control. Gossip is the audience taking over the story, which is one of the things that the crowd constantly threatens to do in Gatsby. Adultery leads to adulteration -of the story, of intention, of authority.
None of this proves that Olive Burgess's letter arrived in July 1924, but it looks highly probable. Ellis Island has records of Olive Burgess sailing between New York and France in 1923 and 1924, but not in 1925. The letter was certainly not written later than 1926, because by May of that year Olive was no longer Bunny Burgess's wife. In December 1926, in Paris, she married again, a man named David Munroe. This, along with the date in Fitzgerald's ledger, suggests, although it does not prove, that the entirety of their correspondence took place in the summer of 1924, two months after the incident on the boat with Bunny Burgess, a glass, and someone's wife, that almost caused a scandal. Certainly it is difficult to avoid the conclusion from all of this that the wife in the incident of Bunny Burgess was probably Scott Fitzgerald's.
Before bringing the story of Bunny Burgess back, in conclusion, to Gatsby, a brief coda on the fortunes of Olive and Bunny Burgess: in January 1929 the New York Times reported on Frederick Burgess, the former Olive Burgess, and her new husband David Munroe once more. 'NEW YORK COUPLE SENTENCED IN PARIS' read the headline: 'Court Condemns David H. and Mrs. Munroe for Hiding Her Children from Father. ExHusband Starts Hunt'. Frederick V. Burgess ('of Chicago') had brought charges against his ex-wife, because their divorce agreement in 1926 stipulated that they would share custody of the children for six months each year. 'Mr. Burgess alleged that after his former wife's marriage to Mr. Munroe he was unable to see his children. He stated that he had followed them all over America and Europe for the past two years but that by getting swiftly away and by subterfuges they had kept him out of sight of the children'.
28 Neither Olive nor David Munroe had yet been located by the authorities, and they were reported to be living abroad most of the time. Five years later, in June 1934, just two months after Fitzgerald published Tender is the Night, the New York Times announced that David Hoadley Munroe was remarrying, having been divorced by the former Olive Moore Burgess in Reno earlier that month.
29 A few months after that, in October 1934, the Times announced that Frederick V. Burgess, whose occupation during the Depression was no longer stockbroker, but realestate agent, was marrying a woman from Lake Forest, Illinois -the home of a character from Gatsby named Tom Buchanan, as it happens.
30 It is well known that Scott Fitzgerald drew on the people around him for inspiration, but critics tend to keep dipping into the same biographical wells: Tommy Hitchcock as a model for Tom Buchanan, Max (von) G(u)erlach and a few others for Jay Gatsby, Sara and Gerald Murphy for Nicole and Dick Diver in Tender is the Night, and so on. Olive and Bunny Burgess needn't have been specific or direct inspirations for Fitzgerald characters, but they are very much the type of people he wrote about. Fitzgerald's 1929 story 'Majesty' has a heroine named Olive Mercy Blair, which is close enough to Olive Moore Burgess to be worth a second glance. 'Majesty' tells the story of an American woman trying to find a husband worthy of her expectations in Europe; after her name appears associated with a 'dissipated ne'er-do-well' in a newspaper account, her father sends her cousin Olive to Europe to rescue her from a 'disgraceful scandal'. There is also 'The Rough Crossing,' another short story from 1929, which tells of a celebrity playwright and his glamorous wife on a transatlantic voyage during which their marriage is threatened by her drinking and dalliance with a man named 'Butterworth' (which could be a small act of nomenclatory revenge against a Burgess), while the ship's doctor implies that her behavior was scandalous.
Putting all of these contextual elements together, it becomes possible to read Fitzgerald's entries about Bunny Burgess with rather more comprehension. The earliest notebook entries are from 1932, which means that it had been at least eight years since the summer he was remembering when Fitzgerald recorded his fullest note about Bunny Burgess, which we can now gloss as follows:
The going to the Riviera [in May 1924] One thing these items suggest is the transformation from first to third person, from attachment to detachment, from personal to impersonal, from private memory to public fiction. It is in the notebooks, his repository for ideas for his fiction, that Fitzgerald records it all in the third person. The feeling of 'proxy' Fitzgerald identifies suggests that he was remembering the fiction-making process, the moment when life was beginning to be reframed in fictional terms, so that Zelda becomes the depersonalised 'wife' and he puts himself in the third person ('he was sorry, knowing how she would pay').
It is also, perhaps, worth pausing briefly on the word 'episode', and noticing that in the notebooks Fitzgerald consistently used that word to describe what happened with Bunny Burgess, rather than 'anecdote' or 'incident'. Without putting too much pressure on a word there is little reason to believe was selected with great care, 'episode' does suggest the latest instalment in a continuing series, a meaning that was particularly salient in the early 1930s, as episodic radio and films were the most popular entertainments in America. Bunny Burgess may have been yet another 'episode' in an episodic life, or even another episode in a series of betrayals. But it is also the case that in the notebooks, as we saw above, Fitzgerald associated 'episodes', rather than 'anecdotes', with novels. Reading the items in chronological order suggests that the passage of time was necessary to transform an incident into an episode: memory created narrative. The fact that he never used the word 'anecdote' to describe this particular incident also suggests, conversely, that the story of Bunny Burgess was never a tale to conjure with, to turn to casual entertainment value. His name was, instead, a proxy for the emotions that bled into the composition of Gatsby, as if an anecdote becomes an episode once it has been transmuted into art.
The lost anecdote of Bunny Burgess raises as many questions about the relationship of life and art, about how Fitzgerald's imagination worked, as it answers; nevertheless, knowledge of Bunny Burgess in the context of the long notebook entry adds significant emotional and psychological colouring to the genesis of Gatsby. Fitzgerald's entry is so gnomic that we can only speculate about what exactly he meant, but it is difficult not to conclude that adulteration and proxies are the metonymic line connecting the dots. It is at least possible that what Fitzgerald felt as a proxy in an adulterous triangle ('feeling of proxy in passion') was a strange encouragement to translate his feelings into the proxy characters of fiction, including the proxy of Bunny Burgess for Nick Carraway. 'The feeling of proxy' seems the hinge, a transference of emotion from memory to fictional incident, an idea of adulteration sparked by memories of adultery, or the fear of adultery. That Zelda's liaison with Jozan fed into the adulterous plot of Gatsby is a critical and biographical commonplace, but the idea of adultery may have worked on a more figurative and less literal level as well. Artistic intention retaliates against the law of unintended consequences, adultery working as a function of art, rather than of the plot. In this way, biographical context opens up an aesthetic domain within the text, adultery as metonymy, not simply as incident.
Certainly the idea of 'adulteration' permeates Gatsby, linking its themes of adultery and corruption; images that suggest the concept of adulteration abound, from Nick's observation that Gatsby was destroyed by 'the foul dust [that] floated in the wake of his dreams', through Gatsby's abortive realisation that his dream would never be realised if 'he kissed this girl, and forever wed his unutterable visions to her perishable breath', to a final moment of pure aesthetic contemplation that cannot survive its encounter with the Dutch sailors' dreams of filthy riches. If this is right, then the anecdote of Bunny Burgess adds another layer of intentionality and form to the novel. The notion of the proxy itself becomes another kind of adulteration, blurring the boundaries between self and other, author and character. Adultery becomes a symbol, a double figure, a twist of fact and fiction, of jealousy and possession that infused a novel about adultery and jealousy, possessiveness and possessions. Adulteration, and proxy, emerge as metaphors for the process of fiction-making.
The incomplete story of Bunny and Olive Burgess may not revolutionise our understanding of The Great Gatsby, but that doesn't make it meaningless. Fitzgerald's notebooks were part of his continuous effort to find art in the world around him, to make art out of emotion. In this sense, at least, Gatsby was indeed the 'notebook' that Mencken thought it. Fitzgerald's actual notebook entry about Bunny Burgess, by contrast, suggests almost a theory of fiction (as adulteration, as proxy) that he never articulated, as well as a further sense in which Gatsby did develop from a series of anecdotes and suppressed faits divers, keeping it from being a 'shilling shocker' and turning it into a work of art, once the anecdote had entered the transformative plane of fiction. Nor is it clear that we need accept Vidal's prima facie contempt for the idea of chasing anecdotes themselves: there is a good case to be made for grasping at straws, if straws are all we have left. Why should we not try to identify the social dimensions and historical experiences that intersect with art?
Bunny Burgess might become, in this view, the story that catalysed everything -the emotions, the adulteration of fiction and biography, the crossing of boundaries and the substitutions of proxies. If so, Fitzgerald's near-silence about Burgess, his suppressed mentions, may themselves be the measure of the importance of the story for him: too significant to leave out, too significant to share. It echoes the unutterable, the unsayable, that peppers the novel, as when Nick almost remembers a secret he cannot communicate: 'For a moment a phrase tried to take shape in my mouth and my lips parted like a dumb man's, as though there was more struggling upon them than a wisp of startled air. But they made no sound and what I had almost remembered was uncommunicable forever'. Bunny Burgess becomes the proxy for the almost remembered, the secret history of fiction, the problem of intentionality: the adulteration of life and art that can never be made distinct again. Prior ideas about causality and chronology, about the neatness of the transfer from emotion to fiction, are disrupted and challenged, and something altogether more feverish takes place. What is almost remembered leaves half-traces of itself in the mass archive, symptomatic indications of what has mostly been forgotten. The anecdote in itself is discontinuous, detached, 'contiguous to absolutely nothing', as Fitzgerald says of George Wilson's garage in Gatsby. But an anecdote may be connective as well, and, as the case of Bunny Burgess shows, might itself offer a way of reading the relationship between the biographical and the aesthetic, recovering, in however provisional a way, an image of the process of transforming life into art, a redemptive kind of adulteration, perhaps even an adulteration that seeks to cancel out an image of adultery by asserting authority over it.
Searching for the catalyst of a fictional project, a lost genesis myth of Gatsby, opens up the problems inherent in biographical criticism: the futility of chasing authorial intention, along with the undesirability of relinquishing it entirely; the contingency of memory; the recessiveness of textual history. But the episode of Bunny Burgess also suggests the ways in which biographical criticism can challenge a naive biographical reading that seeks to determine intentionality, to collapse author and character, or fix textual authenticity or certitude. And so the anecdote can also serve the function of criticism, be employed in a critical project, to resist all the artlessness and laxity that both 'biographical criticism' and 'anecdotal criticism' are often held to embody. Suggesting the distillation of the meaning or emotion that might infuse a novel down to its most concentrated essence, the story of Bunny Burgess becomes a kind of ur-anecdote for Gatsby, while simultaneously representing its author's intentionality in his blank refusal to turn this memory into an anecdote -his insistence upon turning it into a novel instead. So let us end, then, with an anecdotal instance. Jeff Rice observes that 'the anecdote challenges ideology through its belief in the personalization of thought', and goes on to quote Roland Barthes offering an image of the anecdote as a 'double figure' that, Barthes says, in its discontinuity, proceeds by means of two movements: the straight line (advance, increase insistence of an idea, a position, a preference, an image) and the zigzag (reversal, contradiction, reactive energy, denial, contrariety, the movement of a Z, the letter of deviance).
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It all starts with a discontinuous zigzag, the movement of a Z throwing things off course. Z's act, construed as deviance, prompts a letter, as well as a chain of reversals, contradictions, reactive energies, denials, but also attempts to pursue, in fiction at least, a straight line, insistence of an idea, a position, an image. Pursuing the anecdote takes us away from the straight line of argument, into counterpoint of narrative (the anecdote manqué), and back to the straight line of argument: another movement of a Z, the form for an essay that has zigzagged away from an ideological academic insistence on the incompatibility of narrative and argument, of criticism and anecdote. In the end, our stories of proxies and double figures lead to a view that anecdote can challenge ideology through its belief in the personalisation of thought. 31 Jeff Rice, 'Guttered Anecdotes', JAC, 32/1(2) (2012) pp. 370-1.
